>Leni and Lincoln freeze, both heads whirling over to stare at their older sister's intrusion.
>Lori stares back, her face shifting between one of horror, to blind fury, to what could be called a mix between disgust and...jealousy?
>Taking a slow, shaking breath, Lori's face stops contorting.
>Lincoln can see Lori better from his position.
>When she opens her eyes, she looks exhausted. 
>He can see the black of her eyeliner streaking down her face.
>"Alright. so how long has this been going on," she says, her mouth barely moving. 
>She doesn't ask the question, she says it. >Her voice is almost perfectly flat, but the droning cracks with tired emotion.
>She's pulling out all the stops here.
>Neither answer, not moving an inch.
>Not saying a word.
>Lincoln's hand is still clutching her boob, and Leni's legs are still holding him against her.
>You can almost hear Lori's eyes grinding in her sockets as she sets her sights on Leni.
>Leni stares back, too frozen in fear to respond.
>"Leni...Please, I asked you a question. How long have you been doing...this t-to your brother."
>"Lori..." Lincoln starts, trying to defuse the situation.
>She won't have any of it.
>"Lincoln, I'm sorry I couldn't stop this from happening. That I didn't do a better job being a big sister. And I am so, so sorry I couldn't stop our family from breaking apart. But you will wait your turn, Lincoln Lionel Loud, or I will rip out your spine and make you eat it. Do you understand me."
>She continues to stare down Leni as she threatens her brother.
>Lincoln wisely pipes down.
>But he also notices that Lori hasn't moved an inch since she announced her presence.
>She doesn't know he can see her knees trembling.

>The two sisters continue their staring contest.
>One refusing to yield out of a sense of responsibility and guilt.
>The other out of fear and shame.
>Leni still doesn't answer her sister's demands.
>She's a deer in the headlights
>"Leni, please...speak to me," Lori asks, her face steadily growing more frantic. "I'm not...I'm n-not mad. I promise. Just...please, say something."
>Leni manages to tear her eyes away from Lori, ignoring her panicked instincts to look at her brother.
>He looks just as scared as she feels.
>She then feels his thumb rub against hers.
>He's still holding her hand.
>She squeezes his fingers, drawing strength from the intimacy.
>She takes a small breath, then looks back at Lori.
>Her sister nods expectantly.
>"We..." Leni stops short, her nerves getting the better of her.
>Even as she shrinks from Lori's gaze, she forces herself to continue, letting the words flow from her mouth.
>"We...this is the farthest we've gone," she admits, still squeezing Lincoln's hand while laying the other on his shoulder. "We've only kissed, and...and t-touched once before, when you came home the other d-day."
>Eventually, she quiets down, trembling underneath Lincoln.
>Waiting for her response.
>Lori turns her gaze to Lincoln, glaring down at the young boy locked in his sister's embrace.
>Lincoln may not be able to read people as easily as she can, but he can tell she's wearing out.
>She's whiteknuckling that doorknob hard enough to leave an imprint, just so her legs don't give out.
>"...Is this true, Lincoln."
>Lincoln knows better than to keep Lori waiting for a response.
>He simply nods, squeezing Leni's hand back for courage.
>Resisting every instinct and desire he has to squeeze his other hand.
>"Say it out loud, brat."
>Lincoln leans down protectively over Leni before he can stop himself.
>He knows Lori will hesitate if she has to go through him.
>"Sh-sh-She's right," he says, knowing better than to mumble at this moment. "This is the most we've done."

>Lori closes her eyes, as if mulling their answers over.
>But her brother's learned from the best.
>She's starting to lose it, and now she's actively fighting to maintain her composure.
>To the average man, she just looks exhausted.
>But to him, she may as well be sobbing.
>"I knew it," she whispers, opening her eyes again. "I knew you two were doing something the moment I came through that door."
>She finally lets go of the doorknob, pushing the door shut as she stomps into her room.
>"But this...this, of anything else you could have done..." she continues her rant, pacing back and forth in the space between their beds.
>"You're mad at us..." Leni says, defeat in her voice.
>Lori stops to stare incredulously at her.
>"I'm not mad. No, Leni. I...I love you. Both of you, with all my heart. But I'm not mad. No. I'm past that. It's - what I feel is worse than anger. In fact, I don't know..."
>"What?"
>"I really don't know if I can ever forgive you for this..."
>By now the mood's been thoroughly killed, and Lincoln starts trying to pry himself free from his sister's hold.
>If he's going to die, he'd rather not be grinding on her when it happens.
>He tugs down Leni's sweater when he feels a hand on the back of his neck.
>"And where do you think you're going?"

>Lincoln freezes, his hands pushing against Leni's thighs to free himself.
>He slowly turns his head to look up at Lori.
>Oh God, she's a mess.
>She looks down at her brother, her little brother, staring into his innocent blue eyes.
>Like she's trying to memorize them.
>"I'm not...I won't tell mom or anyone about this," she says, letting go of his neck to start gently stroking it. "But I know you won't stop, even if i beg you to."
>Lori shudders softly, barely managing to hold back a sob.
>"So I'll do the n-next best thing. Leni, let him go, please. I want to talk to him."
>Leni hesitates, but acquiesces, unhooking her ankles and letting Lincoln pull away.
>Lori ignores the fact that the crotch of her brother's pants are wet.
>She spins Lincoln around to face her, crouching down so she's eye-level.
>"Lincoln, you know I love you, right?" she asks, holding his shoulders to maintain eye-contact.
>He nods.
>"I know you and Leni love each other, too, but I need to...Lincoln, you've taken sex ed, right?"
>He nods again, his face turning a light rosey pink.
>"So you know what would have happened if you didn't have any protection, right?"
>She leans closer, her face mere inches from his.
>"You do have protection, don't you...?"
>He nods again, before stopping, pursing his eyebrows in thought.
>He glances back at Leni, now sitting up, looking back them.
>She has her knees drawn up to her chest, giving the boy a nice view of what he almost had.
>"I think Leni said she's on the pill..." he mumbles.
>Lori stares at him, then Leni, then back to him.
>"You 'think' she's on the pill?" She repeats.
>Lincoln nods again, now looking down.
>She looks at Leni again.
>"Are you on the pill, Leni? Have you been remembering to take them on time?"
>Leni rests her chin on her knees, keeping her eyes down, trying to avoid Lori's burning stare.
>"I've been taking them," she answers glumly.
>"This is your first lesson, Lincoln," Lori scolds, tilting his head up to force him to look at her.
>"You always - always! - make sure you have protection."
>Lori glances down at Lincoln's waist.
>She taps his hands, opening his palms to find nothing.
>She then looks at the bed, scanning the sheets for something.
>She focuses back on her brother, a firm, stern glare on her face.
>"Where's your condom?"
>"Cond-?" Lincoln's face turns bright red.
>Lori raises her eyebrows.
>"You...have a condom, right?"
>When he doesn't answer, Lori changes targets.
>"Leni, where is it?"
>She doesn't answer, still pouting from getting interrupted.
>"Leni, please tell me you weren't going to do this without protection."
>Leni scowls at her sister.
>"I lost it, Ok? And I couldn't remember where your stash was, alright?!"
>Never has Lori wanted to wrap her hands around her little sister's neck as much as right now.
>"Now you listen to me," she says, standing up, her voice a full octave lower.
>"I might find this wrong and-and-and I might hate myself for the rest of my life for this, but I will not - Leni! Look at me! I. Will. Not! Be an aunt before I'm nineteen."
>Walking to her dresser, Lori pulls the top drawer open.
>"Probably eat the little thing by accident anyways," she mutters.
>Ducking down, she reaches up from underneath.
>With a soft peeling sound, Lori plucks something from the underside.
>"Think fast."
>She whirls around, flicking the item at Lincoln.
>*Fwhipp*
>He reacts too slowly, flinching as the sharp corner hits him in the face.
>"Ow! Lori, that almost hit m-"
>He pauses when he sees what Lori threw at him.
>His face is scarlet when he realizes what it is.
>A little square wrapper, sitting comfortably in his palm.
>"You're about the same size as Bobby. It should work."
>Walking to her bed, she drops down on the mattress, leaning back with a sigh.
>"If either of you need my help, just...well, I'm here, Ok?"

>Lincoln and Leni stare at each other for a moment, dumbfounded.
>Then back to their sister, resting on her bed.
>"...Lori?" Leni asks nervously. "Are...are you really Ok with this?"
>"God no. I don't want any of this. But I want you two to be safe and smart about this more. So just...get it over with, Ok? And if you need help, just call me over and I'll...I'll walk you through it."
>Lincoln looks at Leni.
>She looks back.
>They sit in silence for a moment, unsure how to process this admittedly backhanded blessing.
>He turns around to face her again.
>She lays her legs flat on the bed, shimmying closer to her previous position.
>Her breath gets shaky when Lincoln leans closer.
>His knees brush against her thighs.
>Her eyes are half closed as his hand reaches for hers.
>But Lincoln stops short to pressing his lips against hers.
>He takes a brief second to look behind him.
>Lori's still at her bed, her body still.
>He can barely make her out in the darkness.
>No matter.
>He looks back at Leni, taking in her features.
>She's so beautiful.
>He closes the distance, pushing his lips against hers.
>The fire may have been snuffed out.
>But a single spark is all it needs to be up and roaring again.
>After a few nervous pecks, they're back in motion, locked together at the hip and the mouth.
>Leni's sweater is hiked up again, goosebumps raised on her skin.
>His shirt's been ripped off, lobbed blindly in a random direction.
>She's panting when he pulls back, a string of drool connected to her jawline.
>Fumbling around, he fishes out the little wrapper.
>Breaking it open, he inspects the rubber circle.

>Lincoln flips the little ring around, inspecting it.
>Then he flips it over again.
>And again.
>"Uh...Lori? What-what do I do with this?" he asks.
>"Not even five minutes, really?" Lori snips, lifting herself off her bed with a grunt.
>Walking over, she plucks the condom from her brother, deftly looking away from Leni's exposed body.
>"Ok, first off, pants. Gone."
>Lincoln nods, tapping Leni's leg to get her to leg go.
>Freeing himself, he unhooks his belt, pulling his jeans down to his knees, then kicking them off onto the floor.
>He can't resist groaning happily at the sudden release of pressure in his groin.
>"Leni, pay attention, you'll want to hear this, too. Now, feel the centre. If you feel a hole, or a warp, get rid of it. It will break when you're moving, and you're going to ruin everyone's day. Next, you figure out which way it rolls. Ok, now you...Ugh, twerp, ditch the underwear. Come on."
>Lincoln's face turns red when told to disrobe.
>Leni's face is red too, and she and Lori stare downwards, eyes locked on the twitching bulge in his tighty whiteys.
>Seeing no choice, he hooks his thumbs into his waistband and pulls down.
>When his member springs free, Leni gasps at the sight of it.
>She actually flinches when it twitches.
>Lori's eyebrows raise appreciatively, confirming that the kid's packing.
>"Leni, give me your hand."
>"N-no."
>"Leni, it's not going to hurt y-gimme your hand, Le-Gimme your hand!"
>Lori finally manages to catch onto Leni's hand, wrestling it closer her.
>"Will you LITERALLY stop being a baby?! God, Leni, it's not going to bite or growl at you or anything! You were practically singing when you were grinding on each other!"
>Prying her sister's hand open, Lori drops the condom in her hand.
>"Do you feel a hole in the centre? A warp, or deformity?"
>"N-no?"
>"Good. Now, feel for the roll, you want to go down. Alright, now pinch the tip of it with your fingers, don't break it, and press it against the head."

>Leni follows her instructions, pinching the tip and placing it on Lincoln's crown.
>She freezes when he groans, shivering at his first foreign touch.
>"Make sure there's no air in the pocket or it will break," Lori coaches. "Then gently roll the rim down his...his length."
>Lori's surprised she's still a little bashful about her brother's junk.
>No matter.
>She watches patiently as Leni does as she's told, while Lincoln shivers and whimpers at the sensations.
>"Good. Now let go, and put your hand back at the top. Wrap your fingers around like a...a, uh, I dunno, a microphone, and move your hand down his length. You want to smooth out the wrinkles to make the seal.
>Leni first inspects Lincoln's penis, marveling at the heat and pulsing radiating from it
>When she finishes smoothing out the condom, she gives the base an experimental squeeze.
>She freezes when Lincoln moans loudly, panting softly as he leans back.
>"You're not hurting him," Lori assures, stroking her sister's cheek when she looks up. "He's doing that because he really likes what you're doing."
>She lets go to pet Lincoln's soft, white hair.
>"Lincoln," she says softly. "This next bit is going to be...well, it's going to be intense. The condom's going to dull some of the sensation, but that's a good thing, really. It just means you'll last longer. Are you ready?"
>She waits for Lincoln to calm down, humming smiling warmly at him as she pets his scalp.
>When he nods, he turns to Leni and repeats the question.
>"Leni, I'll be honest with you. This might hurt the first time, but don't get scared. It'll only hurt for a couple seconds, then it'll feel very good. You ready?"
>Leni nods, still staring at Lincoln's bobbing wiener.
>Lori can see the hunger in her eyes.

>"Perfect. Lincoln, hop off for a second. Leni, turn around so you're properly on the bed. Put a couple pillows under you so you don't have to hold your hips up. Now spread your legs. Wider. Little more. You're golden. You keeping the sweater on? Alright. Lincoln? Back on the bed, mister."
>Lincoln drools as he takes in the sight before him.
>Both siblings stare at each other's parts, watching them leak and twitch respectively.
>Lori flicks his ear, motioning he move closer.
>"One last thing, Lincoln," Lori says. "It takes two to tango. Take it slow, and let her set the pace at first."
>She gives him a pat on the back, pushing him down on top of her.
>Leni and Lincoln stare at each other, their breaths hot on each other's hotter faces.
>She can feel his dick pressing against her.
>She can also feel him slipping away with each thrust.
>Groaning in frustration, they both look at their guide, back on her bed.
>"Really? Come on, I'm not...Leni, grab him and guide it in. Jeez."
>Leni rubs her brother's cheek, planting a soft kiss on his lips, then does as instructed, snaking her hand down between them.
>She smiles nervously when she wraps her fingers around him, making him shudder from the touch.
>It feels bigger when she can't see it.
>She reaches down with her other hand to spread herself open.
>They both moan quietly when she guides him to her entrance.
>She tries to stay relaxed when Lincoln starts pushing slowly, forcing her breathing to stay even as she feels him enter her.
>She hopes it'll fit.

>Leni can feel the beads of sweat dripping from Lincoln's brow as he slowly penetrates her.
>She squeezes her eyes shut, struggling to keep calm.
>She feels every single inch, every last pulse, every twitch of muscle pushing against her walls.
>She doesn't know how to handle the sensation, to be honest.
>Her fear turns to confusion when Lincoln's bladder presses down, and rests against her mound.
>She waits, expecting the searing pain at any moment.
>Like right now.
>Or now.
>...Now?
>Leni doesn't understand.
>Lori said it would hurt.
>And then it would feel good shortly after.
>But so far, she just feels weirdly full.
>She looks over at Lori, wondering if she should bite the bullet.
>"Um, Lori?" she asks tentatively. "It...it's not hurting. Are we doing something wrong?"
>Lori turns to look at her.
>Or at least she thinks so; it's hard to tell without any light.
>"It's not?" Lori answers. "Huh. Must have torn yourself riding a bike or something. Lucky you."
>Leni doesn't catch the sarcasm, and she thanks her stars regardless.
>Lincoln, meanwhile, is in his own little world.
>It's taking every fibre of his constitution to not start jackrabbiting his sister.
>The moment he's bottomed out in her, he wraps his arms tight around her chest, burying his face in her neck.
>Lori wasn't kidding, the poor kid is being overwhelmed by the sensations he's feeling.
>Feeling her walls shift and adjust to his length, coaxing him to go is simply driving him crazy.
>He almost cries out when her fingers brush against his hair.
>"It's Ok, Lincoln," she whispers, her hot breath making him shiver. "You can start moving now. Just...just be gentle, Ok?"

>Leni waits patiently for her overexcited brother to start drawing back, stroking his back and humming softly to help steady his nerves.
>Eventually, Lincoln gets it together, and starts pulling his hips back, making her coo pleasantly as he drags himself out.
>He slowly pushes back in, and when he bottoms out he has to stop again.
>She wraps her legs around him again, mostly out of habit, but also to help encourage him.
>She peppers his scalp with soft, feathery kisses, resting her hands on the back of his head and his shoulder blades.
>When he thrusts in a third time, she reacts much more positively.
>"Ooohhh~!" Leni loudly moans, pulling her head back holding her lover tight to her body, tapping his bum with her ankles to keep going.
>And keep going he does, his thrusting rapidly picking up speed, an arms race between his thrusting and her wailing.
>Lori has to admit, he's doing a much better job than she would have expected.
>But these are two inexperienced lovers, and no matter how much beginner's luck they have, they're going to run out of steam.
>With a surprisingly deep-throated groan, Lincoln slams his hips roughly down into Leni's pussy, holding still for a second before thrusting again.
>Leni stiffens with a cry, her legs desperately struggling to hold his bucking hips still while her nails dig painfully deep into his back, letting lose a string of incoherent sweet nothings.
>A few seconds later, they both go slack, slumping weakly on the bed
>Panting heavily as they bask in the afterglow.

>Lincoln's chest burns from the experience he went through.
>As he struggles to catch his breath, he can feel a healthy mixture of disappointment, too.
>There's no way he lasted longer than a minute, if even that.
>Considering how Leni's puffing and wheezing beneath him too, he must have done something right at least.
>Maybe next time Lynn suggests taking cardio with her, he'll take her up on the offer.
>As if reading his mind, Lori speaks up from the darkness.
>"Don't f-feel bad about your stamina, Linc. You, huh, you never last long with your first time. Just take a second to catch your breath, then slowly p...pull out."
>Lincoln slowly comes out of his high, the tingly aftershocks of pleasure fading as he plants soft kisses randomly along Leni's skin.
>He can feel Leni's heartbeat slow down as well, relaxing into the soft touches of her fingers and softer kisses her lips give him.
>When he feels ready, he squeezes his sister's thighs one more time before drawing his hips back.
>Leni moans softly in disappointment, being used to the feeling of being full.
>She gasps with an "eep" when the balloon containing Lincoln's load slips out from her folds.
>He can hear Lori's bedsprings squeak as she gets up, and he flinches when her fingers brush against his shoulder.
>"If it makes you feel better, twerp, you literally lasted twice as long than I thought you would. You too, Leni, you did great. Now, Leni, your hand, please. Thank you. Use the tissue to keep the condom from spilling all over the bed."
>Lincoln shivers when he feels Leni's fingers graze against his penis, delicately tracing down his length to the rim of the condom.
>As she pulls the thin membrane off of him, her fingernails lightly graze along his shaft, making the overstimulated boy's breath hitch.
>Which quickly turns into a gasp when her hand wraps around the base, testing her grip with a light squeeze.
>"Lori?" she asks, "It's still...it's still up."
>"What?"
>Lincoln trembles from another hand brushing against him, the fingers more coarse, the grip firmer.
>"Does that mean we have to go again?"

>Although Lori tries to protest, Leni manages to beg for another condom.
>After showing her how to apply it again, Leni wastes no time getting into position, dragging her younger lover into her grasp.
>Lincoln lasted a little under a minute making love for the first time.
>But now that he's caught his breath and knows what to expect, he lasts well into three.
>Pausing now and again to maximize his lasting power, he steadily thrusts into his sister.
>His focused stoicism contrasting harshly with her passionate moans and babblings.
>Leni has to keep a pillow over her face to cover the noise.
>Lori doesn't say a word the entire time.
>When Lincoln erupts, she's an exhausted, jittery wreck, blathering empty platitudes while her hands rake red lines across his back.
>When he finally pulls out of her, Leni almost falls out of the bed grovelling for another condom.
>Still silent, Lori replaces the rubber on her brother.
>He can feel her hands shaking.

>Something doesn't feel right.
>"Lori?" Lincoln asks gently.
>He reaches blindly into the dark.
>"Is everything alright?"
>She ducks out of the way of his fingers.
>He tries again, pawing dumbly to comfort his sister.
>This time she swats his hand away from her.
>Hard.
>"Ow! Lori, what the heck?!" Lincoln snaps, pulling his hand back to a safe distance. 
>"Just get it over with," she mutters, already slinking back into the inky darkness.
>With an irritated scoff, Lincoln focuses back on his other big sister.
>Leni still lays under him, still out of breath.
>But at least she's not puffing and wheezing anymore.
>She gives him a shaky but inviting smile.
>He smirks back at her.
>He reaches over, brushing a stray hair off her face.
>He could get used to this.
>Lincoln shimmies into position.
>He presses against her entrance.
>He pauses.
>Both for effect and to give Leni a chance to ready herself.
>Lincoln takes a breath himself, then starts to push.
>Leni's face, a painting of undiluted love and excitement, instantly contorts into an expression of discomfort and distress.
>Her legs tighten to stop her brother's movements, and her arm's weak strikes on his chest make clear what she wants.
>And Lincoln, ever the gentleman, obliges.
>He carefully pulls back, stopping every time she cries out.
>He strokes her cheek and whispers a string of platitudes to calm her down.
>It works.
>Eventually.
>When her shaking stops, Leni smiles again, nodding nervously.
>Lincoln turns to ask Lori if Leni's Ok.
>Lori's face glares down at him, mere inches from his own.
>He jerks back with a startled squeak.

>"L-Lori," Leni warns, struggling to sit up.
>"I'm Ok, I-I'm just a little - Ow, ow, owie! - I'm just a...a little sore."
>Lori continues to stare down her little brother.
>"Lori?"
>He stares back.
>Neither of them move an inch.
>"Lori!"
>With a surprised snort, Lori snaps over to her sister.
>"Huh, whu...Leni, you-you're sure you're Ok?"
>"Yes, I'm Ok! But what's wrong with you?"
>Lori cocks her head.
>"I don't...what do you mean, Leni?"
>"You've been staring at Lincoln for the last, like, three -Ooh!- three minutes!"
>Lori nervously glances over at Lincoln.
>He hasn't moved.
>Kid knows to keep still when she's like this.
>She squeaks with surprise when Leni's hand finds hers.
>She tries to yank her hand back.
>But it's too late.
>Her fingers are trapped in the Leni Finger-Lock.
>Patent pending.
>"Lori, sit down. You're, like, starting to scare me here."
>She doesn't respond.
>Leni gives her wrist a light tug.
>This time she doesn't resist.
>The instant Lori's butt touches the mattress, Leni moves in for the kill.
>An arm around her shoulder.
>Fingers gently combing her golden hair.
>As much physical contact as possible.
>Leni's even forgotten her nudity for the moment, rubbing her side against the rougher fabric of Lori's clothing.

>"Lori, talk to me."
>"There's...there's nothing to talk about."
>"Lori, please. I'm worried about you."
>Leni pauses.
>She looks over at Lincoln.
>He's still on the bed, but he's relaxed now that she has Lori's attention.
>"Lincoln? Could you, uh, give us a bit of privacy?"
>Lincoln looks at Lori, then over at Leni.
>The first thing that comes to mind is lunch.
>He swallows.
>He nods.
>"I'll be right outside if...if you need me."
>"Thanks. This totes won't take long."
>Lincoln slides off the covers.
>Pauses for a brief second to let his legs wake up.
>Then he's out.
>He's even nice enough to close the door for them.
>But he catches Leni saying something before the door shuts.
>Something that makes Lincoln feel a small pit grow in his stomach.
>"What happened with Bobby?"
>Lincoln leans against the wall.
>Then sits down.
>Then twiddles his thumbs.
>He could go to his room to get his phone, or a comic.
>But he knows if he leaves, Leni will come looking for him.
>So he sits down and tries to empty his mind.
>Willing the minutes away until Leni calls him back.
>Any minute now.

>*clck*
>Wow, that was fast.
>Not even two minutes.
>Lincoln springs back up to his feet, looking at his sisters' door.
>Leni's head leans out.
>Looking down the hall towards his room.
>Then to the bathroom.
>Her eyes lock onto him.
>"Lincoln!" she whispers.
>Slipping out, she quickly drops to her knees to grab his face.
>This is the USS Makeout, requesting permission to dock.
>She closes her eyes and leans in.
>Permission granted, USS Makeout. Align connection ports and dock at your leisure.
>She moans softly, her tongue wasting no time pushing past his lips.
>It's different this time.
>He can still feel the romance behind it, but now it feels more...hungry.
>Desperate.
>Her tongue aggressively explores the inside of his mouth.
>Bullying his tongue along the way.
>Making a lot of weird noises.
>Definitely sloppy noises.
>And her hands travel all over his body.
>Stroking muscle here, pinching some baby fat there.
>Lot of focus on his chest and hair.
>When she breaks the kiss they're both out of breath.
>Leni's eyes are half closed, her chest heaving.
>Speaking of chest, she's decided to take off the sweater.
>"Lincoln~" she purrs again, playing with his hair.
>He shivers from her words.
>She leans in again, planting a few soft kisses along his jaw
>His knees start to shake.
>His breathing is still shaky, but now it's getting hard to focus on that.
>"I need a favour~" she whispers into his ear.
>Lincoln has to hold onto Leni's shoulders for support.
>His heart hammers in his chest.
>He can hear his pulse in his ears.
>Good grief, what is this naked woman doing to him?
>"W...what? What do y-you need?" he croaks.
>Leni's hand changes targets, gliding down from his scalp to his chest, spinning an invisible circle in the middle of his rib cage.
>"There's no time to explain," she whispers again, "Can you do me a favour, yes? Or no?"

>Lincoln's brain struggles to handle the workload before it.
>It's a simple request.
>And he knows she's buttering him up so he'd say yes regardless.
>But good lord, she's making him in swim the stuff.
>And he's scared she'll stop if he says no.
>"S...s-sure. Yeah..." he whimpers.
>It's taking everything in his power not to start moving his hips then and there.
>He groans when Leni's tongue drags against his ear.
>"Thank you, Lincoln~" she whispers hotly.
>She stands back up, giving Lincoln a great view before she grabs his hand.
>"Hurry, get in!" she urges, dragging him into her room.
>Lincoln can see Lori laying on Leni's bed.
>Before he can say anything, Leni clasps her palm over his mouth.
>"Listen, Lori's...Lori totes needs this, but she's only willing to do this if you do two things," Leni whispers.
>He nods quietly.
>Leni raises a finger.
>"One, don't her look in the eye."
>Two fingers.
>"Two, don't talk to her."
>She pauses for a second, watching him expectantly.
>With minor hesitation, her little brother nods.
>"You're, like, a lifesaver, Lincy."
>Wasting no time, Leni lets go to move to Lori's side.
>Lincoln can't hear their conversation.
>He feels cold.
>He already misses Leni's warmth.
>Her smothering, heavy, creamy warmth.
>He sees her wave him over, pointing to the foot of the bed.

>He climbs up silently.
>Lori rolls over, pulling her legs u-
>Hello!
>She's changed her clothes.
>He recalls only seeing this outfit once, when folding laundry.
>It did weird things to him then, and as he gently strokes the soft fabric, it's doing things to him now.
>Leni maneuvers back to him, whispering instructions in his ear.
>Guiding his hands to Lori's knees.
>His big sister whimpers softly at his touch, but doesn't resist as he spreads her legs open.
>Her tights are clipped onto a wet pair of black panties.
>Leni climbs onto the bed now, pressing herself into his back.
>"I forgot something important," she whispers huskily.
>Lincoln groans softly at her voice.
>The two hard points digging into his back aren't helping.
>She delicately wraps her arms around him.
>One hand rubbing his chest and neck.
>The other hand goes lower, her fingers wrapping tight around his member.
>"She wanted one more thing..." she continues, pressing harder into his back. 
>He groans louder as she slowly, painfully slowly, strokes him.
>Lori reaches down to pull her panties to the side.
>His body feels like its melting from her warmth.
>"Do you know what she said?" Leni asks.
>She gently pushes him closer to Lori.
>He's past her knees.
>Lori and Lincoln gasp when they make contact.
>Even through the rubber, he can tell she's soaked.
>Lincoln shudders when Leni pauses to suckle on his neck.
>Out of desperation, his hips start trying to push.
>But Leni's always been much stronger than him.
>She holds him steady.
>This is too much for the boy.
>He's shaking and panting when her mouth approaches his ear again.
>"Don't stop until she's screaming," she purrs, nipping his ear.
>"Oh fuck," Lincoln whines.
>She lets go of him.
>His hips buck forward.
>"Oh fuck," Lori hisses in agreement.

>With that thrust, he bottoms out inside Lori.
>His overwhelmed brain can barely describe the sensations.
>It's almost identical to Leni, but...somehow completely different at the same time.
>She's almost as hot as her, too.
>He can barely breathe.
>He pushes his torso up to give himself some space.
>But Leni doesn't give him long.
>In no time she's back on top of him.
>Swamping him with her heat.
>Leaning her full weight onto him, pushing him down, pinning him between her and Lori.
>Nestled in his big sisters' bosoms, Lincoln twists his head to get his mouth free.
>Fortunately, Leni pulls back slightly so her breasts smoosh into his neck.
>Panting heavily, with three heartbeats pounding in his head, he can barely hear what Leni says.
>"Lincoln," she singsongs, pausing to nibble on his ear again.
>With her weight pushing down on him, and both her and Lori's boiling skins overwhelming him...
>He can't...he can't breathe.
>"What are you waiting for...? Can't you feel how badly she wants this?"
>He can barely focus on her words, much less the delightful jolts shooting up from his wiener. 
>"Come on," Leni whispers again, more demanding.
>More assertive.
>She raises her hips to give his some clearance.
>"Fuck her, Lincoln," she commands, her hand painfully digging into his thigh.
>This is too much for the poor child.
>"Fuck her as hard as you can!"
>Far too much.
>Lincoln closes his eyes and starts thrusting as hard and as fast as he can.
>He can faintly hear Lori start to moan.

>He can barely process what's happening.
>Leni's encouragement and goading, Lori's moaning, the two of them manhandling him.
>Scratching him, Raking his skin with their nails.
>It contrasts wonderfully with his sister's walls lovingly caressing him, gently milking him, coaxing him to release.
>The combination of contrasting sensations, from the pain, the crushing weight, the pleasure, the begging whispers, and the heat...
>Oh God, the heat, it feels like he's in a sauna.
>If his eyes were open, he could see steam rising from the three.
>He can't take anymore. With a throaty groan, Lincoln slams his hips down one more time, digging his fingers roughly into his sister's flesh.
>Lori drags her nails across his scalp, And Leni adds to it by clamping onto his neck again.
>She lifts off of him, pulling him back to change rubbers as he and Lori catch their breath.
>The sudden influx of cold air make his skin grow goosebumps.
>As Leni coaxes him back to life, his brain finally shuts down, switching to secondary systems.
>The last thing he hears is Lori's babbling turn into a screech as he pushes in again...

>*Vrrrrmmm...*
>Lincoln opens his eyes.
>He closes them again and sleeps.
>An hour later, he opens them again.
>Blinks.
>The blink seems to last well over a minute.
>Slowly, drily, down, And back up, like a rusted garage door.
>His eyes take in the world, relaying information to a brain with nobody home.
>It's all playing in slow motion.
>He just lays there; breathing, seeing, processing.
>Then, all at once, he wakes up.
>Lincoln's awake.
>He's back, baby.
>He's aware, and aware that he's aware.
>Questions and confusion flood his mind.
>'Where am I? What time is it? When did the lights come back on? Where are Lori and Leni? Are they Ok?'
>He tries to sit up.
>And notices Lori and Leni flanking him.
>Wrapping him up in a snuggly cocoon of love and warmth.
>They're both asleep, their chests rising and falling as they breathe peacefully.
>Glancing down, he can see they're all naked.
>Leni's hand rests possessively over his wiener, and Lori's hand is draped over his chest.
>His hands tingle from being pinned under both their butts.
>Then he sees the marks.
>The scratch marks, the thin lances of red, the rings of teeth prints dotting his young body.
>He takes a deep breath.
>And that's when the pain kicks in.
>Great googly moogly, does he hurt.
>He's sore all over, the bites and scratches itch, his hands sting with the loss of sense from being buried under mountains of ass.
>Lincoln struggles to hold back his cries.
>For fear of waking Lori or Leni. Or Luna.
>Or mom and dad, if they're home.
>Oh God, what if mom and dad are home?

>That gets him going.
>Lincoln starts the long, slow process of worming free of a three-person hug.
>A cuddle puddle, if you will.
>He has to stop every time Lori or Leni start waking up.
>As well as stop to rest, the poor kid's exhausted.
>It takes him a while, but he does it.
>Ripping his dead hand from under Leni's buns, he carefully crawls over his slumbering sibling and off the bed.
>Huh.
>They must have moved to Lori's bed after everything.
>Speaking of...
>Grabbing Lori's phone off the bedstand, he turns it on.
>5:46 AM.
>"Mur..."
>Lincoln turns around at the noise.
>His sisters are still asleep, but their grumbling is pretty clear they notice the empty space between them.
>Leni mumbles and fidgets, shifting closer until she wraps Lori in a soft hug.
>Lori just sighs, entwining her legs with her sister.
>As nice as it is seeing them get along again, and ever more seeing their boobs push together, Lincoln limps towards the bathroom.
>He needs a shower, and some Advil.
>And maybe a band-aid.

>Lincoln spends entirely too long in the shower.
>But the soak and steam does wonders for him.
>He feels refreshed, and after popping an Advil his soreness quickly disappears.
>Then he uses almost half of the band-aids in the first aid kit.
>Ducking into his room for a fresh change of jammies, he threads through the hallway and back towards Lori's room.
>He stops just short of the door.
>His sisters are still asleep, wrapped around each other, snoring like pugs.
>Then he turns around, to the door across from him.
>He hasn't heard a peep from Luna since he left.
>A pang of...something strikes him in the heart.
>What is that? Guilt? Sadness?
>Why does he feel sad?
>He didn't disappoint Luna by refusing her sanctuary...did he?
>Lincoln crosses the short distance to the door.
>He presses his ear against the wood, trying to hear something, anything.
>Silence answers back.
>He raises his fist to knock on the door, then drops it.
>He wants to talk to Luna.
>He wants to hug her and tell her that he's alright.
>That he isn't bothered by what happened.
>And she shouldn't be mad at her sisters.
>But he gets a feeling that Luna doesn't want to talk.
>Lincoln turns back to Lori's room.
>He looks back, one last time to Luna's room.
>Then he enters his sisters' bedroom, closing it behind him.
>Turning off the light, he stumbles over to the bed.
>He slips back between them, and the sisters quickly accept his presence, untangling themselves to pull him back into his spot.
>In no time he's enveloped by arms and legs and hugs and kisses.
>Shortly after he quickly starts to fall asleep.
>The boiling heat from their escapades has long faded.
>Now it's just a toasty blanket of safety.
>Leni mumbles some nonsense as she squeezes her favourite brother, and Lori just holds tight.
>Closing his eyes one last time, Lincoln slips into his dreams with a sigh.
>They'll deal with it in the morning, and all that comes of it.
>Together.

Chapter Seven, Lightbringer
~Fin~